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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Of motion, or of the noise of motion, 
The renewal of noise 
And manifold continuation; 

And, most, of the motion of thought 
And its restless iteration, 

In the place of the solitaires, 

Which is to be a place of perpetual undulation. 



THE PALTRY NUDE STARTS ON A SPRING VOYAGE 

But not on a shell, she starts, 
Archaic, for the sea. 
But on the first-found weed 
She scuds the glitters, 
Noiselessly, like one more wave. 

She too is discontent 

And would have purple stuff upon her arms, 

Tired of the salty harbors, 

Eager for the brine and bellowing 

Of the high interiors of the sea. 

The wind speeds her, 

Blowing upon her hands 

And watery back. 

She touches the clouds, where she goes, 

In the circle of her traverse of the sea. 
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Wallace Stevens 

Yet this is meagre play 

In the scurry and water-shine, 

As her heels foam — 

Not as when the goldener nude 

Of a later day 

Will go, like the centre of sea-green pomp, 

In an intenser calm, 

Scullion of fate, 

Across the spick torrent, ceaselessly, 

Upon her irretrievable way. 

COLLOQUY WITH A POLISH AUNT 

Elle savait toutes les legendes du Paradis et tous les coxites 
de la Pologne. Revue des Deux Mondes 

She 
How is it that my saints from Voragine, 
In their embroidered slippers, touch your spleen? 

He 

Old pantaloons, duenna of the spring! 

She 
Imagination is the will of things .... 
Thus, on the basis of the common drudge, 
You dream of women, swathed in indigo, 
Holding their books toward the nearer stars, 
To read, in secret, burning secrecies .... 

Wallace Stevens 
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